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of placid fertility, and its mountain background, seems to
belong to the Rhone Valley rather than to a South Sea island.
Arrived at the last village on the day's schedule—Pouem-
bout—there were still more surprises in store. On each side
of the road were acres of ground planted with bushes covered
in fluffy white balls that hung on the bare stalks like sheep's.
wool on a barbed wire fence..
'Cotton,' explained M. Calimbre. ;It grows marvellously
here, but the prices aren't good enough to warrant its harvest.'
Leaving Pouembout, after calling at an ancient stone
building for a large dish of white cheese, which my host
handled reverently, our car turned down a narrow track
fringed with coconut palms, to the edge of a wide river,
where a motor launch awaited us. It appeared that my host
had an island week-end resort, where we were going to spend
the following day. I was introduced to a huge, squat native
not more than five feet high and nearly as broad, who looked
the perfect caricature of a missionary-filled cannibal. This
was Emile, 'High Commissioner' of Konienne Island, for
which our launch was bound.
Emile and half a dozen more 'boys' transferred our
luggage to the launch, and as the last light of day faded
away mooring ropes were cast off and we were on our way
down stream.
It was a magic voyage, with a new moon throwing a silver
cone of light to guide our course. After a full day's travel-
ling, we could appreciate the peace and harmony of the
river, the perfect symmetry of the densely packed^ mangrove
trees which line the banks, reflected in the water, so that one
could no longer distinguish between reality and its shadow.
A turn of the river sent the prow of the boat full into the
path of the moon, ploughing the silver lane into two furrows
of water that fizzed and sparkled like champagne. The
mutter of the motor caught the rythm of the ripples on the
water. At times the noise of the engine was muted as the
propeller painfully churned up murky water over a sand
bank, and the natives silently produced long bamboo rods
and poled the boat into deep water again. Fleecy clouds

